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German farmer's wife had the shopping bag of the deported teacher, and her daughter wore the coat of an old lady of the nobility, whom the militia had treated especially badly. Everyone succumbed to the lawlessness, the "club-law," which was rapidly destroying Silesia, a land that had flourished even during the war years.
Even my French friend, Loyer, lost his few possessions. One day at noon he stood before our house. Despite the cold winter day, he had no coat on. "They've robbed me of almost everything," he said dejectedly. "Now my marching orders to Prague for the flight home have arrived, and I'll be traveling half naked."
We asked him if the reign of terror had begun by now in Agneten-dorf, too. Till then the village had not been affected by it so severely as other places.
"The presence of Gerhart Hauptmann still helps the Germans up there a little. But they can'c hold out either. Beautiful Silesia—ruined, perdu . . ."
He looked through the window up at the Schneekoppe, sparkling in its first gleaming-white winter garment.
'If I tell about this in France—nothing but the truth . . ." he said softly, "do you think for a moment that anyone—anyone at all—will believe me . . . ?